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All is in his hand whoſe praiſe I ſeeks 

Ia vain the poet ſings, and the world hears, 

If he regard not, though divine the theme; 

Tis not in artful meaſures, in the chime 

And idle tinkling of a minſtrel's lyre, 

To charm his car, whoſe eye is on the heart; 

Whoſe trown can diſappoint the proudeſt ſtrain, 

Whoſe approbation—proſper even mine.“ 
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POEMS, &c. 


PARENTAL COUNSEL: 


Addreſſed to a YOUTH 
ON HIS ENTRANCE UPON THE WORLD, 
———᷑ ᷑ ʒæ .u¾um 


As when a trav*ller on his way, attains 

An height which overlooks his neighb'ring plainsy 
While the declining ſun adorns the ſcene 

With golden rays, enliv'ning and ſerene, 

His ſoul revives as he purſues his way, 

In hope to reach his home by cloſe of day ; 

And there to his lov'd family impart 

The joys which cheer'd, & pains which preſs'd his heart: 
So I, long wand" ring in this vale of tears, 

Tho! oft aſſail'd by threat*ning foes and fears, 
With home in view, would thankfully ſurvey 

The toils and comforts of life's chequer'd way; 
And whilſt with glowing gratitude I raiſe 

An Eben-ezer to my Saviour's praiſe, 

Would point to erring inexperienc'd youth, 

The path which leads to happineſs and truth, 
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| Attend, my Theron, to a parent's voice! 
"Tis thine to make his trembling heart rejoice 3 
To ſooth for him life's laſt afflictive ſtage, 
Or point with double force the pangs of age. 
With many an anxious fear he mark'd thy way, 
Through helpleſs infancy to youthful day, 
And now commits thee to nis guardian care, 
Before whoſe preſence we muſt ſoon appear; 
Yet ere thou enter on a world of pain, 
Where thoughtleſs mortals ſeek for bliſs in vain; 
Which ſpreads its ſnares and with deluſive joy, 
Like the ſoft Syren, ſmiles but to deſtroy. 
Ere yet we part, perhaps no more to meet 
Till we ſhall ſtand before the judgment ſeat; 
Lend, I intreat thee, an attentive ear, 
To my laſt counſel, and my earneſt pray'r. 


Soon as the morning light ſalutes thine eyes, 
To heav'n preſent thy grateful ſacrifice x 
And through the Mediator's precious blood, 
Implore the grace and bleſſing of thy God, 


Thrice happy they who venture near his throne, 


And in the Surety claim him for their own 
Their Father, Portion, Counſellor, and Friend, 
W hoſe mercy, like his nature, knows 72 end. 


Dear to thy ſoul be ev'ry ſacred page, 
Youth's nobleſt monitor the ſtaff of age. 
Whate'er the ſcoffing infidel may ſay, 

4 Retire and read thy bible to be gay.“ 


6 
To guide our feet, its ſacred precepts ſhine, } | 


To cheer our hearts, its promiſes divine, 
And heay*ns own fignature atteſts each line. 


With holy rev'rence keep God's hallow'd day, 

Nor in forbidden paths with finners ftray 

With willing feet to Zion's gates repair, 

Where kindred ſpirits join in praiſe and pray 'r; 

And prove the Sabbath a delightful reſt, | 

Of all our days the brighteſt and the beſt; 
Wherein the ſaints, with ecſtacy of heart, 

Can „“ fing together though they dwell apart.“ 


To Wiſdom's voice a fix'd attention give: 
&« Forſake the fooliſh, and thy ſoul ſhall live.“ 
Allur'd by vanity's fantaſtic ſhow, ._ 
They graſp the ſhade, and let the ſubſtance go. 
How vain is all their reſtleſs ſearch to find 
A good to ſatisfy th* immortal mind! 
Man form'd for Ged at firſt, can know no reſts 
Till grace divine re-animate his breaſt. 


5 But, while the giddy herd, with careleſs feet, 
On pleaſure's flow' ry plains deſtruction meet, 
Flee the enticing ruin, and attend 
The invitation of the ſinner's friend: 
« Give me thine heart, my Son,” the Saviour cries, 
e And learn divine realities to prize: % 
„My ways are pleaſantneſs, my paths are peace; 
« The treaſures I beſtow can ne'er decreaſe, 
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ce More choice than fineſt gold, or rubies bright, 
© Thanhealth more ſweet, more cheering than the light, + 
&« My powerful arm ſhall all thy foes controul, 

&« And endleſs glory crown thy heav'n- born ſoul.” 
Yield then thine heart to him, nor longer rove 
From the bleſt centre of eternal love; 
Acknowledge him in all thy future ways, 

And be thy life devoted to his praiſe, 


Seek firſt the Saviour's grace if thou would'ſt know 
True peace with God, or happineſs below; 
That grace enjoy'd, thou wilt be truly bleſt, 
Howe*er by men deſpis'd, or ſorrow preſt; 
United to the Lord by faith divine, 

Pardon, and life, and righteouſneſs are thine, 
Sav'd from the pow'r of ſin's deteſted reign, 

Nor longer bound by Satan's cruel chain, 

Thy favour'd ſoul true liberty ſhall prove, 

And gladly urge its way to joys above. 

Thro' devious waſtes, and dangers yet unknown, 
The gracious Comforter ſha!l lead thee on, 
Till, the laſt conflict won, thy ſpirit riſe 

To join the holy triumphs of the skies! 


There ſhall the ſhining hoſts unite to ſing 
The reigning grace of Chriſt, their God, and King, 
And with increafing joy the theme prolong, 
While ceaſeleſs hallelvjahs ſwell the ſong! 
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A TRIBUTE WE FRIENDSHIP: 


¶ectionately addreſſed to the Brethren who have bil- 
lingly offered themſelves to the work of the Lord, in 
the converſion of the Heathen, 


W never from faithful friends were call'd to part, 
And bid a long, perhaps a laſt, adieu, 
Keen is the pang that rends th' afflicted heart, 
A pang like that which now we feel for you. 
Oft did our ſouls with mutual joy repair 
To mark the traces of Immanuel's feet; 
As on the balmy wings of faith and pray'r, 
We mounted upward to his mercy ſeat. 
We took ſweet counſel and delighted, trod 
The ſacred courts where Jeſus meets his ſaints z 
Bleſt with the viſits of our gracious God, 
Whoſe ſmile diſpell'd our ſorrows and complaints. 


Now at his call, whoſe voice all muſt obey, 
Whoſe righteous counſels ſhall for ever ſtand ; 
Led by the Lord, you tread the thorny way, 
And follow Abraham's friend at his command. 
Strong in his ſtrength go forth, and nobly brave 
The rage and rigour of the reſtleſs main 
Your Jeſus lives—Omnipotent to ſave, 
And huſh the tempeſt to a calm again. 
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© Fear not,“ he faith, “ your God is with you ſtill, 
„Nor ſhall ye fink beneath the briny flood; 
6 The winds and waves obey my ſov'reign will, 
* And all conſpire to bleſs and do you good. 
& Mountains and hills ſhall break before my voice, 
And living waters at my call ſhall come; 
© The dreary waſtes ſhall bloſſom and rejoice, 
& And rival Lebanon and Sharon's bloom. 
«© Bending the ſuppliant tribes will hail the day, 
& And gladly yield their willing hearts to me; 
«© Bleſt with my righteous ſceptre's gentle ſway, 
«© The long benighted Nations ſhall be free. 
& Go=wave the peaceful olive o'er the land, * 
« Invite the ſons of miſery to reſt ; 
& And numerous converts conquer'd by my hand 
Shall come—imploring mercy—and be bleſt.“ 
The Lord, our Shepherd, ne'er forſakes his ſheep, 
Alike in darkeſt as in brighteſt days; 
His friendly crook ſhall fill their footſteps keep, 
And guile them in the paths of truth and grace, 
When call'd to tread the trackleſs deſert o'er, 


With burning heat and parching thirſt oppreſs'd, 9 
Their ſouls defended by almighty pow'r, i 
Shall find a ſafe retreat, a bliſsful reſt. | ' 


Beneath the ſhadow of that liying rock, 
Which follow'd Iſrael's tribes their Journey through; 


Whence cooling rivers flow'd to cheer his flock, 
Still ſhall they ſing of mercies ever new. 


® To carty a green branch in the hand is a pacific signal, univerzally 
un derstood by all the South Sea Islanders. 
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(9) 
Should ye (for duty's path admits its tears, 
And tribulation is our lot below,) 
Feel your pain'd hearts aſſail'd by riſing fears, 
Still to the ſheltering breaſt of Jeſus go. 
Think on the glorious cloud around the throne, 
Who went without the camp and bare the croſs 
To make the ſavor of the goſpel known, 
Efteeming all beſide but dung and droſs. 
They got the vict'ry through the Saviour's love! 
How bright their crowns! how pure their robes appeart 
Exalted to partake the joys above 
Ceaſcleſs they ſing his worthy praiſes there. 
Spirit of grace] thy ſervants hearts inſpire ; - 
Let each his Maſter's ſacred preſence prove; 
Baptiz'd with holy unction and with frre, 
Bid them go forth, and loud proclaim his love. 
Arm'd in the glorious panoply of heav'n. | 
Dauntleſs from conqu' ring and to conquer go, 
And through the joyful ſound of fins forgiy* Dy / 
May thouſands at the Saviour's footſtool bow ! 
While in the narrow way they journey home, 
O! may a growing zeal poſſeſs each breaſt, 
Till the laſt welcome meſſenger ſhall come 
And call their ſouls © From bleſſing; to be bleſt.“ 
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Tur PRINCE or PEACE. 


Exovcn of hoſtile arts, and war's alarms, 
Of garments roll'd in blood, and feats of arms; 
Soon may the brazen trumpet ceaſe to ſound, 


And the wide waſting ſcourge no more be found; 


A nobler theme my glowing boſom warms 
With brighter glories, and ſuperior charms, 
Bleſs'd Comforter, who gave my ſoul to prove 
In early life the drawings of thy love; 

Deign from the heights of glory to impart, 
A beam divine to animate my heart; 

To teach a worm Jehovah's name to ſing, 
And-celebrate the praiſes of my King. 


Eternal bleflings crown thy ſacred head, 
O Jeſus ! firſt begotten of the dead. | 


Prince of all earthly Kings, whoſe righteous ſway, 


Thy creatures, both in heaven and earth obey; 
Thou brighteſt blefling of the Father's love, 


Who. bow'd the heav'ns, deſcending from above, 


And took man's nature, guilty man to raiſe 


From fin and death, to triumph through thy grace, 


Behold, my ſoul, with reverential awe, 
The Lord of glory ſubje& to the Law; 
An off *ring made upon the painful tree, 
Obedient to the death to ranſom thee. 
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O matchleſs love! the Juſt th' unjuſt to ſaye, 
Viſits the dreary manſions of the grave, 

Riſes, aſcends, and reigns at God's right hand, 
With every throne and pow'r at his command. 


Hail glorious Conqu' ror! may thy peaceful reign, 
Widely extended, bleſs the earth again 
Give from thy radiant throne, the ſov'reign word, 
And multitudes ſhall riſe to preach their Lord, | 
Pity the millions of thy creatures bound, 
In chains of awful darkneſs all around; 
And ſend thy light and truth with pow'r divine, 
„Till all the nations of the world are thine, 


See, Lord, thy ſervant's touch'd with human woe, 
Aſſembled in thy hallow'd courts below, “ 
And realizing mis'ry's groan, appear, 

To pour the fervent pray'r, the pitying tear; 
Look down from heav'n, with a propitious eye, 
6 Take thy great power and bring thy kingdom nigh z 
Let vanquiſh'd finners bow before thy throne, 

And ev'ry tribe, confeſs thee Lord alone. 


Alluding to the public Meetings of the Mitonary Society. 
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( 12 ) 
A MORNING HYMN. 


«© Thy mercies are new every Morning.“ 


Oxcx more my eyes behold the day, 
And to my God, my ſoul would pay 


Its tributary lays: i 
O may the life preſerv'd by thee, Th 
With all its pow'rs and bleſſings be 

Devoted to thy praiſe. 
Beneath the ſhadow of thy wings, 25 


Iſrael's great keeper, King of Kings, 
My weary head found reſt: 

No dire alarms, or racking pains, 

Devouring flames, or galling chains, 
Diſturb'd my peaceful breaſt. 


How many fince I laid me down, 

Have launch'd into a world unknown, 
To meet a dreadful doom 

Some on the wat' ry billows toſt, 

Or wand'ring on an unknown coaſt, 
Have figh'd in vain for heme. 


But I am ſpar'd to ſee thy face, 

A monument of ſaving grace, 
And live to praiſe thy name: 
till be thou near, my gracious Lord, 
To keep, and guide, and by thy word, 

Peace to my ſoul proclaim. 


490 


Let me enjoy thy preſence here, 
In ev'ry ſtorm my heart to cheer, 
Till I am call'd away; 
Where fin and ſorrows never come, 
Till at my bleſt eternal home, 
I wake in endleſs day, 
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WRITTEN IN DISTRESS OF MIND. 


Iſaiah xxvi. 9. 
« With my foul have I defired thee in the night." 


WRAPT in awful midnight's gloom, 
Lord, I lift my eyes to thee, 
Light of life, deſcending come, 
Break my chain and ſet me free. 
By thy voice diſpel the anguiſh, 
Which pervades my guilty ſoul ; 
Saviour look, nor let me languiſh, 
Speak the word, and make me whole. 


Friend of wretched ſinners hear me. 
Wipe the trembling mourners tear; 

Prove that thou art ever near me, 
Scatter ev*ry guilty fear. 

Thou whoſe first creating power, 
Pour'd thy light upon the earth, 

Shine in this tremenduous hour; 
And atteſt my ſecond birth. 


( 14 ) 
Glorious Star, upon me dawning 
(Sweet preſage of brighteſt day,) 
Bring the bleſſings of the morning, 
Smile, and ſhine my doubts away; 
Come with healing on my ſpirit, 
Sun of Righteouſaeſs ariſe ; 
Now diſplay thy ſaving merit, 
Grant me faith to graſp the prize, 


LINES 
on the Death of a beloved Daughter, 


Who departed this Life March 1, 1795, aged 5 Years and 5 Months, 


Wrru that laſt Ggh, her ſpirit fled, 
And death hath ſeal'd her eyes; 

My Sarah number'd with the dead, 
An early victim lies. 


Alas! how chang'd that lovely flow'r! 
Which bloom'd, and cheer'd my heart; 
Fair fleeting comfert of an hour, 
How ſoon we're call'd to part. 


Fit emblem of the dying toys, 
Which in this world abound ; 


Like gather'd ſweets thoſe empty joys 
Wither as ſoon as found. 
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And ſhall my bleeding heart arraign 
That Ged whoſe ways are love? 
Or vainly cheriſh anxious pain 
For her who reſts above? 


No=let me rather humbly pay 
Obedience to his will, 

And with my inmoſt ſpirit ſay, 
«© 'The Lord is righteous ſtill. 


From adverſe blaſts, and low'ring ſtorms 
Her favour'd ſoul he bore, 

And with yon bright angelic forms, 
She lives. to die no more. 


Why ſhould I vex my heart, or faſt 
No more ſhe'll viſit me 

My ſoul will mount to her at laſt, 
And I her face ſhall ſee. 


Jeſus, prepare me for that day, 
When I ſhall dwell above, 

From all my ſorrows call'd away, 
To triumph ia thy love. 


(16) 


THE EPHEMERON,* 
A MONITOR TO MANKIND, 


Whrar is man in all his glory, 
All his boaſted pow'r below? 
Would thou trace the humbling . 
To the poor Ephemeron go. 


View the feeble, fluttering creature, 
Haſty ſojourner, yet gay; 
Emblem of thy mortal nature, 
Dying reptile of a day. 
Soon the infants ſmiling morning, 
Muſt to evening ſhades give way; 
Made of duſt, to duſt returning, 
Life is but a fleeting day. 


Vain is youth, and beauty's power, 
Vain the wiſdom of the wiſe ; 
Death, at his appointed hour, 
Hurls the dart the creature dies. 
What are honours ? what are treaſures ? 
Glittering vanities at beſt ; 
Nor can all the worldling's pleaſures 
Yield one hour of ſolid reſt. 


Oc 
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+ The Ephemeron is a ſpecies of the water-fly, uſual ly ſeen abov: 


Midſummer, neu the mout" of the river Maeſe, and othe: 
branches of the Rhine; its life, which is but of five or f. 


hours continuance, is ſpent in ſporting vpon the ſarface of the 


Kater. 


boy: 
the: 
r {x 


the 


4 
Helpleſs worm, the Lord invites thee 
To take refuge in his breaſt : 
From the danger that affrights thee, 
Fly, and huſh thy fears to reſt, 


Grant, me Lord, an ear to hear thee, 
Give an heart renew'd by grace, 
While this life endures, to fear thee, 

And ſupremely ſeek thy face. 
So, when call'd to yield my ſpirit 

Into thine all-gracious hand; 
I ſhall endleſs life inherit, 
In the bleſt Immanuel's land, 


—— — — 


A BIRTH- DAY THOUGHT. 


Occasimed by viaiting the hlace of Nativity after an 
abſence of forty years. 


Rememsrer the way I have led,* 
Thy ſteps through this valley of tears, 
The goodneſs with which I have fed 
And kept thee theſe forty paſt years, 
Look up to the rock, (thou art hewn),F 
To the hole of the pit caſt thine eye, 
Give praiſe for the mercies I've ſhewn, 
And know that to thee I'm till nigh, 


* Deut. viii. 2. 
+ Ifa.li.1, 


* 


( 18 ) 

My heart would obey thy command, 
Bleſſed Lord, and review all thy ways, 
Would rejoice in the works of thine hand, 
And fing of the triumphs of grace. 

Ah! touch my cold lips with a coal, 
From the altar enflam'd by thy love; 
And tune ev'ry grace in my ſoul, 
To join with the concert above. 


From the hour when I drew my firſt breath, 
To the preſent, thine arm was my ſtay 
Surrounded by dangers and death, 
Yet upheld by thy pow'r each day. 
When loft in my fins I was laid, 
As an outcaſt and driv'n from thy face, 
My Saviour paſt by me, and ſaid, 
Live, finner, and taſte of my grace!“ 


For favours ſo boundleſs and free, 

My ſoul what return haſt thou made ? 
To him, who hath ſo loved thee, 

What tribute of gratitude paid ? 
O'erwhelm'd with confuſion and ſhame, 

At thy footſtool, dear Lord, I would fall; 
And, through thine all-prevalent name, 
Imploce full forgiveneſs for all. 


( 19 ) 

Bleſs'd Spirit, my Comforter be; 

O ſoften my heart to thy word; 
Make my body a temple for thee, 

And rule o'er my breaſt as its Lord! 
Endear the Redeemer ftill more, 

To my ſoul by thy bleſſings each day, 
Till I land on that heav'nly ſhore, 

Whence ſorrows and fins flee away. 
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LINES: 


Written an a Viſit to Flamborough Head, Yorkshire, 1796. 


OTAND, and adore thy Maker's pow'r, 
Whoſe winds and waves obey his will; 


He bids the awful tempeſt roar, 
His voice the wildeſt ſtorm can ſtill. 


View, O my ſoul, with wonder view, 

The roaring billows round thee toſt: 
And bleſs his mercy, ever new, 

Who ſhields thee on this dang'rous coaſt, 
See in each reſtleſs foaming wave 
An emblem of this wretched ſtate ; 
Deep and inſatiate as the grave, 

Unſtable in its love and hate, 


209) 
Juſt ſo the graceleſs ſinner's heart, 
When ſtrong corruptions rage within, 
And Satan acts the tempter's part 
Caſts forth the mire and dirt of ſin.“ 


With eager wings my ſoul would fly, 
And like yon birds, f for ſafety hide, 
From ev'ry threat'ning danger nigh, 
In the Redeemer's wounded fide. 


Speak to my heart, dear Lord, and ſay 
© The rain is gone, the tempeſt's o'er, 
«© Come, my beloved, come away, 
66 Satan and fin ſhall reign no more. 


6c Fear not, I'll guard thy helpleſs head, 

1 & Whilſt life and all its conflicts laſt; 
| 6 And when the raging winds are fled, 

© Thy ſoul ſhall fing of dangers paſt.”* 


| * Ifas li. 20. 
| + Alluding to the Sea Gulls, thouſands of which ſhelter and breed 
in the clefts of the rocks in this part of England, 


AN ADMONITION TO YOUTH. 
Eccles xii. 1. 
Remember now thy Creator in the days of thy Li. 


ALLUR'D by vanities of time, 
To run in folly's ways; 

Urg'd by gay youth in all its prime, 
And graſping future ** 


( ar ) 
Attend the whiſper of a friend, 
O lend a ſerious ear 
Soon will the flattering viſion end, 
Nor can the proſpect cheer. 


Say, when thy feeble frame ſhall bow 
Beneath its heavy load, 


How wilt thou bear life's black review, 
Or ſtand before thy God. 


Wouldſt thou unmingl'd pleaſures prove, 
Or laſting joys embrace, 

Turn at the voice of heav'nly love, 
And ſeek the Saviour's face. 


Life and immortal comforts wait 
The ſoul that knows his word: 

And they that enter wiſdom's gate 
Find favour with the Lord. 


Riches and righteouſneſs are theirs, 
ed For ever to enjoy; 
; His name forbids their anxious cares, 
His praiſe is their employ. 


Nor only in this world of woe, 
Are theſe enjoyments giv'n; 

For thoſe who walk with Chriſt below, 
Shall reign with him in heav'n. 


The Lord of life, thy ſoul invites, 
His tender accents hear, 

So ſhalt thou ſhare his pure delight, 
And triumph o'er thy fear. 


ON 
THE SENSITIVE PLANT, 


DEGRADED man would fain be wiſe, 
And boaſts of wond'rous pow'rs; | 
Yet muſt be taught to know his God, 

By lowly plants and flow'rs. 


& Shake off dull ſloth, the Saviour ſaid, 
&«& Ariſe and view with me, 

© The lovely ſcene which nature ſpreads, 
66 Its op*ning beauties ſee. 


46 Stern winter*s icy reign is paſt, 
«© The vines and fig-trees ſpring z 
& And all the feather'd choirs unite, 
66 Their Maker's praiſe to ſing. 


6c Behold, in ſpotleſs purkty, 
& The lilies as they grow; 

& Not Solomon in all his ſtate 
&« Could ſuch a glory ſhow,” 


Urg'd by the call of Jeſu's loye, 
My willing feet obey'd, 

And mid the flow'ry tribes had long 
With pleaſing wonder ftray'd; 


( 23) 

At length a ſerious monitor, 
My muſing mind addreſs'd, 
And in a ſoft but pow'rful voice 
Inſtructive truth impreſs'd. 


A tender plant preſerv'd with care 
Beneath a ſunny ſhed, 

Receded from the touch I gave, 
And quickly bow'd its head.“ 


In reaſon's ear it ſeem'd to ſay 
& Mortal behold in me 

© An emblem of the Righteous Plant, 
«© Expos'd to death for thee. 


© Humble and meek thy Maſter came, 
66 To ſuffer rude diſdain; 

& And though by thankleſs men revil'd, 
4 Refiſted not again. 


& Thou too art plac'd where many a foe 
6 Thy fall would gladly ſee; 

« With cautious care avoid their wiles, 
« As I withdraw from thee. 


« Deign to be taught, though blooming now, 
« Soon thou wilt bow thine head; 

„„A chilling hand will touch thy frame, 

% And lay thee with the dead,” 


* Sce Hervey's Reflections on a Flower Garden. 
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| (244) 
& Thanks, gentle Moraliſt, I cried, 
cc Still to my thoughts be nigh ; 
“ Each day the ſolemn truth repeat, 
6 Remember thou muſt die.” 


But ſouls by Jeſus lov'd will live, 
When winds and ſtorms ſhall ceaſe ; 

Where no baſe hand, or cruel blaſt, 
Will e'er aſſault their peace. 


August 4, 1798. 


FINIS. 
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